They canie to the frontier. There was now no ques-
tion of disguise to pass the customs officials, as in the
conspiracy days when Pilsudski was going up to War-
saw or Wilno on P. P. S. business. The exact line
was marked by posts bearing on one side the Austrian
eagle, on the other the Russian. The Legionaries chopped
down those posts. No more frontier — it was all
Poland!
A hundred and sixty-three. Such a very small group,
carrying out an action unique in Polish history. A much
smaller number than went with Kosciuszko—or in 1830
—or in 1863. Yet the sixth of August marks the date
of the last phase of the struggle for independence. More
than one Polish city has a Sixth of August Street.
They had no orders, no permit to go farther than a
certain village near the frontier. The Austrians, Pilsud-
ski knew, had no confidence in the Legions and gave the
name of that village, not expecting they would ever reach
it. He felt this as an affront to his men and decided to
push on to Kielce (Kel'-se), the largest town in that
vicinity, a hundred and twenty-five kilometers from Kra-
kow, for there the German and Austrian armies were to
meet.
As they marched on, the Legionaries got hold of thick
black paint and at every village, at every crossroads, they
painted out the Russian letters marking post offices, po-
lice stations, and the other local offices of the czar's
government* No more Russian words in Poland!
In the next two days more than two thousand men
left Krakow, crossed the frontier, and joined their com-
rades. They reached Kielce in six days—a prodigious
march, especially for beginners—and occupied the town
before either the Germans or the Austrians arrived. This
crossing into Russian territory, the march to Kielce,
some Poles called the act of a madman, while others
considered it a romantic exploit that put a halo around
Pilsudski's head. He himself later described it as a very

